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decided, therefore, that I must resort to desperate
measures in the good cause, so one night secretly made
a section of these railings detachable ; and no one but
myself was any the wiser.

That problem had been solved, but there were more
to come. One morning Rodakowsky came over to
me and asked whether I would object to my shed
being used as an extra refreshment room during the
days of motor-racing. I told him I was agreeable, and
it was arranged that I should be given the sum of
ten shillings for the use of my shed. This meant
removing my machine from it while it was being used
as a refreshment buffet; and it also led to a somewhat
regrettable incident from my own point of view.

At the next meeting I had removed my machine,
placing it in an unused corner of the paddock. About
ten o'clock in the morning Rodakowsky came on to
the scene.

" What's that machine doing there ? " he shouted
at me.

" Where else could I put it ? " was my reply.
" I'll soon settle that," was his answer in a tone
which was boiling with indignation.

A ' whisper' from him brought a number of police-
men and attendants hurrying forward. Rodakowsky
gave them the order to lift the machine over the
railings into the field at the back. When they had got
it over the fence he told them to take it still further
back, evidently not wishing to offend his patrons who
had come to see motor cars, not aeroplanes. My
machine was carried until the bearers reached a dried-
out dyke nearby which zigzagged through Brooklands
before the aerodrome was built. Here they paused,
but this did not satisfy Rodakowsky who kept on
bellowing: " Further back, further back," conse-
quently, as might have been expected, they stumbled
in attempting the crossing, with the result that my